THE WYE OF BATHES TALE.

IN olde dayes of the kyng Arthour,

Of which that Britouns speken gret honour.,

Ai was this loud fulfilled of fayrie ;

The elf-queen, with hir joly compaignye,

Dauncede ful oft in many a grene mecle.

This was the old oppynyoun, as I rede;

I speke of many hundrid yer ago;

But now can no man see noon elves mo.

For now the grete charite and prayeres

Of lymytours and other holy freres,                         10

That sechen every lend and every streem,

As thik as motis in the sonne-bcem,

Blessynge halles,, chambres, kichenes, and boures,

CiteeSj burghes, castels hihe and toures.,

ThropeSj bernes, shepnes and dayenes,

That xuakith that ther ben no fay erics.

For ther as wont was to walken an elf,

Ther walkith noon but the ly my tour himself,

In undernicles and in morwenynges,

And saith his matyns and his holy thinges              #0

As he goth in his lymytatioun.

Wommen may now go saufly up and doun ;

In every bussch, or under every tre,

Ther is non other incubus but he,

And he ne wol doon hem no dishonour.

And so bifcl it, that this king Arthour
Had in his hous a lusty bacheler,
That on a clay com rydyng fro ryver;
And happed,, al alone as sche was born,,
He saugh a inayde walkyng him byfom,                 30

Of which niayden anoon^ maugn* hir heed,
By verray fors byrafl hir maydenhed.
For which oppressioun was such clamour,
And such pursuyto unto kyng Arthowr,
That clanipnecl was the knight and schulde be ded
By cours of iawe, and schuld have lost his heed^
(Paraventurc such was the statut tho,)
But that the queen and other ladys mo
So longc preyeden thay the kyng of grace,
Til he his lif hath gratinted in the place,                 40